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He’s creating a 
neo-fascist, ultra¬ 
nationalist monster 
that may soon lurch 
out of control p.32 
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‘If you want to know what a world 
with almost no people would look like, 
just head up here to Terrace, B.C.’ 












MITCHEL RAPHAEL ON IGNATIEFF’S UNATTRACTIVE 
CAMEL AND LAYTON’S NO-MUSTARD BARBECUE 
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No sedan additives. 











































































WHO WON THE SUMMIT? 





































































Calgary crime 
surge is no 
pulp fiction 

Ah, Cuba: sun, 
cigars and hip 
replacements 

Immigrant 
phobia and 
Mario Dumont 
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GET YOURS AT WWW.DELL.CA/DELLOFFICE 


-866-961-DELL 










































































































































































































or even intimidate 
employees and your 
company could face 
$1-million payouts 

BY SARAH SCOTT 














































































































WHEN 

GREED 

TURNS TO 

FEAR 
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IN CRITICAL ——ill 
CONDITION 


























































BIG (BAD) DOGS 





















/ ‘I HAVE COME TO THE CONCLUSION THAHE WAS A DEVIOUS MORON. I HAVE BEEN PUZZLED 

S BY WHY HER LIFE WAS SUCH A MESS’-AUOR GERMAINE GREER ON THE LATE PRINCESS DIANA 






















$2,500 to 
date this IHH 
doofus? 














































































RESCUE ME 

Tuesdays 


UNMISSABLE 








































































































QS World Grad School Tou 


Find your 

international 

Masters 
or PhD! 


topgraduate.com „ 




































































THE END 


Glenn Ralph Holmes 

1939-2007 

‘He was top-notch. He flew all types. He could have 
built a plane out of paper if he had to.’ 


G lenn Ralph Holmes was born to Agnes Eden and Percy 
Livingston Holmes in Regina on Sept. 15,1939. He was 
the eldest of three boys. His father was a national sales 
manager for Maple Leaf Mills who moved the family 
from Regina to Medicine Hat, Alta., where Glenn went to Connaught 
Public School, and then to Toronto in 1952. Glenn took a general 
arts course at Bathurst Heights Secondary School, but he spent most 
of his spare time in the woodwork¬ 
ing and mechanics shops learning 
how to build and fix things. “He 
was good intellectually, but also 
mechanically and electrically,” his 
brother Richard says. “He and dad 
had a wood lathe in the basement 
at home and they were always 
down there. The first thing Glenn 
ever built was a beautiful table.” 

Glenn also shared his father’s 
love for the wilderness. Percy was 
an avid fisherman and hunter who 
took his sons on canoe trips for 
weeks at a time. “He made us wear 
life jackets,” Richard remembers, 

“and tied us to the boat so he could 
get us if we fell out.” Glenn’s uncle. 

Mack Leckie, was a commercial 
pilot who took him flying as a 
child and planted the seeds of a 
lifelong passion. 

Although he went to teacher’s 
college and taught shop for a time 
in Arnprior, Ont., at age 23 Glenn 
decided to move back to the West 
and buy Mack’s private airport in 
Virden, Man. “Believe it or not, he 
got his pilot’s licence in under two 

weeks,” Richard says. “That’s all it took him; he was that gifted.” From 
1962 on, Glenn worked as a commercial pilot and aircraft mechanic, 
either for himself (he left the Virden business to his second wife Gerry 
in a divorce settlement) or for other small commercial companies 
flying bush planes loaded with supplies and people into remote areas, 
often in the Far North. “I told him once, ‘You’re crazy!’ ” Richard 
remembers. But Glenn wouldn’t hear it. By then Richard had become 
a Toronto firefighter. “He said, ‘I’m not the one who runs into burn¬ 
ing buildings,’ ” Richard recalls with a hearty laugh. 

Glenn never had an accident in any of the aircraft he flew. He 
often joked that there were many ways to slow down an errant plane: 
clip a wing if he had to, skim it over a bog or land it in long grass. 
“He was one of the most capable men I know,” Richard says. “Remem¬ 
ber that term, mountain man? He was one of those fellows. You 
never worried when you were around him. He had that air of secur¬ 



ity and stability.” Says Bob Polinuk, long-time owner of Selkirk Air 
in St. Andrews, Man., near Winnipeg, where Glenn worked in the 
mid-nineties. “He was top-notch—Otters, Beavers, Cessnas, he flew 
all types—and he was a very good mechanic. He probably could have 
built an airplane out of paper if he had to. That helps if you have 
trouble in the field. Then you can fix it and come home.” 

Three years ago, Glenn met Liz, the woman who would become 
the last of his five wives, in a Win¬ 
nipeg hospital. She was a caregiver 
for the infirm Warren Plummer of 
Plummer’s Arctic Lodges, a Win¬ 
nipeg-based company that flies 
fishermen into Great Slave and 
Great Bear lakes, and a man Glenn 
counted as one of his favourite 
bosses. “Glenn would visit—a lot,” 
Liz says. “One night he said, ‘I’d 
like to pursue a relationship.’ ” 
When her nearby hotel caught fire, 
Liz asked if she could come stay at 
Glenn’s place. He asked her if 
she had set the fire. For a honey¬ 
moon, Glenn flew her from their 
home in Selkirk, Man., to Fair¬ 
banks, Ala. “I was getting queasy 
around The Pas,” she says, “and I 
asked him, ‘Is this rough?’ He said, 
‘No, it’s not rough ’til you hit your 
head on the side of the window.’ ” 
In 2006, at age 66, a time when 
most men are retired, Glenn be¬ 
came the test pilot for a company 
called Advanced Aero Corp., 
based in Saint-Jean-sur-Richelieu, 
Que., and Kimberton, Pa. With 
backing from the federal and Que¬ 
bec governments, it was planning to certify a fast amphibious plane 
called the Seawind 300C. Glenn’s job was to fly the prototype for 
an hour and then hand it over to the engineers who would pore over 
its onboard data. He flew the plane in Quebec and in the U.S. before 
he and Liz asked if it could be moved for the summer to St. Andrews 
near their home. A co-worker, Rick Baker, knows exacdy how many 
times Glenn flew it, “But I am not sure I want to give that informa¬ 
tion out.” All Liz knows is that “all the hard stuff” was finished. 

On the morning of Aug. 16, Glenn left St. Andrews in the Seawind 
flying northeast. A witness at a gravel yard near Stead saw it descend 
steeply and crash into the woods. Glenn was found dead, strapped 
into his seat and his parachute. The Transportation Safety Board 
hired Bob Polinuk to recover the wreck and bring it back to the St. 
Andrews airport where it will be locked in a hangar and scrutinized 
for mechanical malfunctions. by Barbara righton 





